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WE 1 to ſtumble upon a Chimney- 
ſweeper in the ſtreet, and happen to have a 
rencounter with him, I ſhould expect, if my 
clothes were not of the ſable hue, to contract 
ſome evident marks of the conteſt. Should I 
inadvertently offend one of the Nymphs at Bil- 
lingſgate, a torrent of opprobrious language, 
inſult, and abuſe, would naturally be the con- 
{equence. Or ſhould I be led into the com- 
pany of an Inſane Perſon, at one of his lucid 
intervals, and happen to touch upon the ori- 
ginal cauſe of his madneſs ; I ſhould naturally 
expect a great deal of wild incoherent jargon, 
and enthuſiaſtic ravings, accompanied with the 
moſt inveterate ſcurrility ; for having recalled 
to his mind the unhappy ſubje&t from which 
his malady fprung.—In like manner, I am 
lorry to ſay, muſt every one expect to have his 
character blackened and traduced, who has 
any conteſt with the Author of the Barley Cake; 
eſpecially if the French Emigrant Clergy ſhould 
head to be the ſubject of debate. 


A 2 Should 


(5-3 
Should any one peruſe your Anſwer to the 
Charitable Morſel, without having read the 
latter, he would be led to conclude that the 
conteſt between us was, who ſhould beſpatter 
the other the moſt dexterouſly. And really, 
Sir, it ſhould ſeem that you were of the ſame 
mind, when you penned your Anſwer. Should 
this have been the caſe, the conteſt is at an 
end: for i readily yield the palm of victory to 
you, who have an indiſputable right to claim it. 
You have ſo much the advantage of me in the 
Tcience of ſlander, fcurrility, and abuſe, that I 
will never more enter the liſts, nor wield a pen, 
with you. Sooner would I contend with a 
Chimney-ſweeper, a Billingfgate F in Woman, 
or a Madman, than with you. 


Your illiberality appears in every page of 
your Anſwer, as if written with a ſun- beam. 
For, not ſatisfied with what appears in my 
Reply to the Barley Cake, to found your An- 
ſwer upon; you firſt conjecture the ſituation 
of the Author, and then the conduct which 
Fou ſuppofe muſt neceſſarily be attached to it; 
which, with the moſt conſummate aſſurance, 
you aſſert to be his real character. Never was 
a man more egregiouſly miſtaken than you are 
reſpecting him: for after all your enquiries, 
information, and conjectures, you are totally 
ignorant of every trait of his character, by 
which he is diſtinguiſhed from other men. Had 


you known him, you would have been cor 
vi- 


„ 

vinced that “ pride, imperiouſneſs, or a mi- 
% mickry of elegance, were no traits in his 
character; much leſs prominent ones, as you 
inſinuate. Your ignorance of him, therefore, 
is as great, as mine would be of your charac- 
ter, if I were to aſlert, that you were not 
a vile, illiberal ſlanderer. I went not a ſtep 
out of my way in my Reply to your Barley 
Cake: all was founded upon what you had 
written therein. Had I deſcended to that low 
ſcurrility and abuſe, with which you have en- 
deavoured ſo liberally to beſpatter me, totally 
irrelative to the matter in conteſt, I might 
have availed myſelf of fome curious anecdotes 
reſpecting your private conduct and character. 
But I ſcorn to have recourſe to ſuch mean 
expedients, having no enmity nor malice to 
gratify thereby. 


You charge me with having written in my 
Reply thirty lies; which by round aſſertions, 
and by torturing, ſtraining, and perverting my 
words, you have in vain endeavoured to make 
out. But is not your unqualified aflertion, 
that “ you have heard, perhaps twenty times 
« or more, of a certain proud man, ſome- 
«« where within the purlieus of the Mews, who 
«« carries a weapon to ſtab the firſt he meets 
«« prouder than himſelf,” a moſt barefaced lie; 
and tantamount to three hundred of ſuch ima- 
ginary ones, as you pretend to have diſcovered 
ih my Reply? Should there be ſuch a man, I 

WS. can 
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can point out to him one, fin whoſe breaſt he 
may ſafely plunge the weapon, and be guiltleſs 
on that ſcore; if he can eſcape with impunity 
from the laws of his country alſo: which is no 
other than the author of Gideon's Cake of Barley 
Meal. Had you informed me, you had heard, 
twenty times and more, of the meanneſs of the 
perſon, who condeſcended to anſwer that vile 
calumniator, the author of that pamphlet, I 
ſhould have given you ſome credit. 


You ſeem to be highly offended at my calling 
vou an obſcure individual.” Are you. not 
ſo? what public capacity have you acted in, to 

entitle you to any other appellation ? I conſider 
you, myſelf, and every other perſon, who does 
not move in any public ſphere of action, to be 
an obſcure individual: eſpecially when con- 
traſted with an eminent, popular miniſter of the 
goſpel: and in this light only I gave you that 
appellation. 


Driven by a mad enthuſiaſtic zeal, (which 
you would have your readers believe to be 
from an irreſiſtible impulſe of the Spirit of 
God,) you run furiouſly on, foaming with rage 
at your opponent, till almoſt out of breath ; 
then you make a dead ſtand, as to the ſubject 
in hand ; and, puzzled and perplexed in your 
mind what to ſay next; you begin to rave 
about chriſtian experience, and of the deep 
things of God; which ill accords with the ma- 
| lignant ſpirit you ſeem to write in, and that 
| torrent 
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torrent of ſlanderous abuſe which flows from 
your pen. So that the queſtion of the apoſtle 
James may with great propriety be put re- 
ſpecting you, „ doth a fountain ſend forth, at 
«« the ſame place, ſweet water and bitter?“ 
Let me adviſe you, Sir, not to make ſuch an 
unholy, heterogeneous mixture: nor blaſphe- 
mouſly attribute to the influence of the Holy 
Ghoſt, what proceeds alone from your own 


unhallowed ſpirit; wrought up to a degree of 
enthuſiaſtic phrenſy by rage and malice. | 


The malignity of your heart diſcovers itſelf in 

nothing more apparently, than when you touch 
upon Placemen. and Penſioners. And none 
ever wrote more - ignorantly upon the ſubject 
than you have done: for you know not the 
difference between an efficient office and a ſine- 
cure. As little are you acquainted with the in- 
comes of places. That a man could ever believe 
that any place in this kingdom produces 20,0001. 
per annum, and that the whole duty of it is, 
for the poſleſſor to write his name but once in 
the year; diſcovers ſuch weak credulity as 
well as ignorance, as is ſcarcely to be paral- 
leled. In this, as in various other inſtances, 
the diſpoſition moſt prevalent in your heart is 
envy ; which corrodes it, and vents itſelf in ma- 
licious invective againſt thoſe, whom Providence 
has placed in more advantageous ſituations 
than it is your lot to be in. Is not this rebel- 
ling againſt the will, and repining at the diſpen- 
ſations, of God himſelf? 


„ In 
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In your Barley Cake, as well as in your 
Anſwer to the Charitable Morſel, you have 
frequently diſcovered an itch to be meddling 
with politics. You have occaſionally ſhown 
your teeth, and infinuated ſome things reſpect- 
ing Government, which ſufficiently indicates 
what ſpirit you are of, and what principles you 
poſſeſs. Let me adviſe you, as a friend, to 
beware how you act in this matter; for if you 
proceed to greater lengths, as you inform us 
ſome of your friends have excited you to do, 
you will probably not eſcape with the ſame eaſe 
and impunity, as you may expect to do, when 
vou are vilitying a few individuals, your fellow. 
ſubje&ts. It is a dangerous ground to tread 
on: therefore beware! 


Although I would as ſoon turn ſcavenger at 
once, as to be obliged to remove all the filth 
with which you have loaded my character in 
your Anſwer ; yet I think it neceſſary to rectify 
fome of your miſtakes, leſt — ſhould be 
miſled by them. 


And, firſt, I muſt inform you of your error, 
in ſuppoſing that I deſpiſe any poor man, be- 
cauſe he is poor. Nothing can be farther from 
my thoughts, or diſpoſition. I honour a good 
man, though clothed in rags: eſpecially if I 
know his poverty was not the conſequence of 
his own miſcondu&, or obſtinacy of temper. I 
never did conſider the poverty of a man, which 
Was en the allotment of Heaven, as any 
diſgrace 


3 
diſgrace to him. But there is certainly a ſpirit 
and temper of mind becoming ſuch a ſituation ; 
as well as one not at all correſponding with it. 
You charge me with a lie, for ſaying, « I 
re infer from the general tenour of your letter 
« to Mr. Romaine, that you are poor.” I 
will diſcloſe the ſecret to you. I never knew 
a man write, as you have done, of the rich and 
affluent, with ſuch acrimony and ſo much envy 
at their better fortune, unleſs he were poor. 
This, Sir, permit me to ſay, is a much more 
ſtriking feature in your character, judging from 
your writings, than pride is in mine: and this I 
call an unbecoming ſpirit in a ſtate of poverty; 
whether in you or any other perſon, 


Another miſtake is, your ſuppoſing the Cha- 
ritable Morſel to have been a five months pro- 
duction of mine and my friends: the truth is, 
it was the product ion of my leiſure hours of 
five days only, out of a week's viſit to a friend 
in the country ; it not being touched the other 
two days. Nor did it receive the leaſt altera- 
tion or addition, till the week it was ſent to the 
preſs; when the Poſtſcript was added: but it 
lay by me without the ſmalleſt intention of my 
publiſhing it, till the ſecond edition of your 
Barley Cake made its appearance. | | 


The blunders which you haye made in your 
quotations from my Reply, and the unfairneſs 
of your condu& therein; together with your 
comments on them, thus mutilated, are ſuch 

as 
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as muſt not paſs unnoticed. I will give you a 
few inſtances, which may ſerve as a ſample of 
the reſt, In page 32 of your anſwer, you omit 
in a quotation, - theſe Amalekitiſh dogs, who 
tc arecome hither to eat up the childrens bread:” 
and then, by blending the ſentences preceding 
and following it, you render it ſtark nonſenſe. 
After which you make this comment on it, as 
if it were a fair quotation : if ſuch audacious 
« murdering of truth is not a mark of inſa- 
4 nity, I hardly know what is.” Which com- 
ment is ſo appoſite to my purpoſe upon the 
preſent occaſion, that I adopt it as my own, 
and leave it as a reproof tor your own unfairneſs. 
Another inſtance of a ſimilar nature occurs in 
page 33: where you introduce a ſentence of 

Mie reſpecting the poor; and you make me 
ſay «% they are (therefore) fas well provid. 
« ed for (in general) as circumſtances will 
« admit.” But by leaving out the words 
« therefore and in general,” which being an 
inference from what preceded, explaining the 
manner in which they are provided for, the 
ſenſe i is conſiderably altered. 


You charge me, but with the moſt audacious 
falſehood, with inſulting and deriding your 
«« perſon ;” and that „ I upbraided you with 
«c imaginary Profits from the ſale of your 
«« pamphlet: in proof of which you refer 

our readers to the 23d page of my Anſwer ; 
in which there is not a word reſpecting the 
pecuniary advantage you were likely to reap 


„„ 

from it; but that, your vanity being gratified, 
your eyes may be thereby blinded and your 
judgment ſo warped, as to preclude all con- 
viction that you were wrong. I never ima- 
gined you would get any thing by the ſecond 
edition of your Barley Cake; there being more 
in it than could be afforded for the price charged 
for it. But it did not follow, that you might 
not have gained by the firſt edition; nor, that 
you were not prompted by the ſale of it, to 
enlarge it and double its price. I had no 
reaſon to ſuppoſe this was not the caſe, till your 
Anſwer informed me you had given all the 
copies to the publiſher; which, on your own 
teſtimony, I ſhall credit as truth. I know 
not a ſingle word or expreſlion in my Reply, 
that can be fairly conſtrued as a reflection 
on your poverty, or on the poor at large. It 
is what I ſhould tremble to do; tor I too well 
know, it is God that makes the difference, and 
not man. Your charging me, therefore, with 
4 repeated inſults on poverty, is a ground- 
leſs ſlander: and the 26th page of the Reply, to 
which you refer, contains not a ſyllable of 
the kind. Several other references allo you 
have made, and the pages contain nothing of 
that for which you refer to them, 


Speaking of the poor, in another place, page 
33 of your Anſwer, you addreſs me thus; 
«« go proud unfeeling wretch, viſit their abodes 
« of milery.” — This, great Sir, I had done 


ſcores of times before your imperious mandate 
reached 
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reached me: and not without adminiſtering 
to their neceſſities both of body and mind. 
And thus have I ſhown how proud and un- 
feeling I am to their miſery. But you muſt 
excuſe me, Sir, from enlarging upon this head 
of my defence. It is of too delicate a nature. 
To others I refer you, therefore, who can with 
more propriety vindicate my conduct towards 
the poor and the diſtreſſed. 


I am now fully convinced, but too late, of 
my imprudence, in taking up my pen to anſwer 
your Cake of Barley Meal. For had I known 
cne half of the malignity of your heart, I 
ſhould not have been the inſtrument of ſtirring 
it up, and cauſing thoſe ebullitions of rancour, 
ſlander, and abuſe,, that have flowed from it: 
which, like the lava of Etna or Veſuvius, 
threaten deſtruction to all around; but eſpe- 
cially to every green and flouriſhing plant of 
character or reputation. I did it, indeed, con- 
trary to the advice of ſome of my friends, 
although others thought it neceſſary. The 
former, I confeſs, ſaw deeper into the myſtery 
of iniquity that lay in your heart than 1 did, 
which my candour prevented me from diſco- 
vering. You will draw down vengeance 


% upon your head,” ſays one, „if you 5 


« anſwer him: and the only reward for it, 
« will be, I fear, another load of ſcurrilous 
« abuſe from the author of Gideon's Cake, 
c. &c.” Thus writes another, after I had 
publiſhed the Charitable Morſel: “ Were I 
p „„ _ ec poſſeſſed 


„ 
ce poſſeſſed of ſufficient erudition to give an opi- 
«« nion weight, I ſhould lament that you have 
«« helped to raiſe our obſcure friend into ima- 
_ ««£ ginary conſequence : for however ſufficiently 
you may have ſatisfied every other perfon 
« of the propriety of Mr. Romaine's conduct, 


„ not the pen of a Cicero, or a Demoſthenes, 


«« joined with the piety of St. Paul, would 
« ever, I conceive, be able to convince your 
C opponent of the impropriety of this, or any 
c other ſubject his vanity may prompt him to 
„ publiſh his thoughts upon.” Another friend 
writes thus, falling in exactly with the thoughts 
of the preceding: “ the Reply to your Cha- 
« ritable Morſel is exactly the thing I ex- 
« pected. You are certainly no match at all 
« for ſuch ſcurrility and fanaticiſm. It is really 
« too bad for contempt. It excites grief and 
« pity for the miferies of human nature. Nei: 
ce ther the eloquence of a Cicero, nor the thun. 
c der of a Demoſthenes, and, I will add, nor 
« the tongue of an angel, 2 filence ſuch a a 
cc yriter. 


The Reviewers unanimouſly reprobate your 
Barley Cake. The remarks made by the 
editors of one of them, I confeſs, I feel very 
ſenſibly. Speaking of the Charitable Morſel, 
they ſay, „we cannot avoid regarding this 
ce publication as an inſtance of the miſtaken 
« zeal of officious friendſhip, ſtepping forward 


« to vindicate a character which did not need 


ere and ** giving ſome little notoriety 
4 % 
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t to a pamphlet, which, contemptuouſly neg- 


« lected, would have ſunk into irretrievable 


4 oblivion.“ 


From all theſe teſtimonies of va Incor- 
rigibleneſs, I am led to deſpair of convincing 
you of any error; yet would I fain render 
you ſome ſervice, by diverting your talent 
tor ſcurrility and abuſe into ſome channel, 


that may prove advantageous to you, in your 


temporal affairs, at leaſt. I cannot therefore 
withhold from you the ſuggeſtion of a female 
friend; and in conſequence of her hint, I 
would adviſe you, when you want employment, 
to hire yourſelf to the editor of ſome newſpaper, 


of high: celebrity for its oppoſition to Govern- 


ment, and for traducing public and private 
characters. You need only ſhew him the 
Barley Cake, and the Anſwer to the Charitable 


Morſel; and if a flight peruſal of theſe pamph- 
lets do not convince him, that you are per- 
fectly qualified for writing inflammatory para- 


graphs, and for blackening characters, both 
public and private, he muſt be a dull fellow 
indeed. I cannot doubt but that he will think 
you, from theſe ſpecimens of your abilities, 

a very valuable acquiſition to his paper. 


To the interrogatories which you have put 
to Mr. Romaine reſpecting the French Bible, 
Mr. Stokes, of Friday Street, Cheapſide, can 
reply, if he pleaſes ; but I have not his authority 
to ſay he will. The charge againſt a certain 

Society 
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Society for robbing you of 3]. 10s: will, I 
fuppoſe, be anſwered by the committee who 
tranſact the buſineſs of it. And ſhould you 
have occaſion for a few ſcandalous ancedotes, 
to aſperſe the characters of any more of that 
Society, Mr. Romaine, or myſelf, you need 
only write to a worthleſs fellow or two, and 
you will be eaſily ſupplied. 


It has long been a maxim with me, that 
% we may learn more true knowledge of our- 
5 ſelves, and profit more, by what our ene- 
«. mies ſay of us, than our friends.“ I ſhall, 
therefore, endeavour to reap ſome benefit from 
your malevolence and ſlander, and thus turn 
the poiſon into ſalutary medicine: although my 
having your good word may be deemed by ſome 
a. reproach, I truſt I can already ſay, in a pro- 
per, not puſillanimous, ſpirit, with one of old, 
re. let him curſe, for the Lord hath bidden 
« him ;” for there may be cauſe for it, however 
hidden from me, From the ſevereſt cenſures 
and the moſt bitter invectives, I ſhall endea- 
vour, like the bee, to extract ſome ſweetneſs : 

and the moſt unjuſt accuſations you have 
brought againſt me, ſhall be a teſt by which 
to try my ſpirit and my conduct: and if find 
any real ground for them, I ſhall have reaſon 
to acknowledge my obligations to you, as the 
inſtrument uſed by God to point it out; and 
to him who turned, what you intended as a 
curſe, into a bleſſing. 

As 
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As I am now about to take. an everlaſting 
leave of you, as an cpponent, I wiſh to do 


it ina chriſtian ſpirit, and in ſo folemn a man- 


ner, that I ſhall not be aſhamed of it at the great 


| day ; when the ſecrets of all hearts ſhall be 


opened , and we ſhall all be called upon fo give 
an account of the deeds done in the- body. I 
conceive myſelf to have been moſt unwarranta- 
bly vilified and ſlandered by you; and to have 


been treated in a moſt illiberal manner, with- 
out any juſt reaſon, or provocation on my part. 
That you have contracted much guilt upon 
your foul by ſuch conduct, I cannot doubt: 


but from my heart I forgive you; and I pray 
God to convince you of your error, and to for- 
give you alſo. I acknowledge I have uſed | 
« ſharpneſs” in my Reply to your Barley 


Cake, as well as in this Letter: but you have 


compelled me to it. If in my zeal to vindi- 
cate the conduct of a faithful miniſter of Chriſt, 


I have given you any juſt cauſe of offence, 


though unintentionally, I beg your pardon, 
and hope _—_ will forgive me._ailo. 


5” AIG, 
xo am, Sir, [ir 5 * 7 4c 'P 
: * = JA. 
* Your' 8 * ferve* Jen. 
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